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chance go by unlaken would he to betray, through weakness and
feebleness, the very stride of fate itself.
The first tiling she did was to look at the clock to see exactly
how much time she had at her disposal. "He'll be away just as
long as I said/' she thought. "Poor old Sam, what a shame to
send him off!" Then she retreated into her kitchen and hurriedly
filled her ketlle with fresh water for their tea, transferring what
water there was already in the kettle into an enamelled saucepan
for the boiling of their eggs. She glanced then at the fire in
her sitting-room to make sure that her lover had not spoiled
the glowing redness of it by his absent-minded putting on of
more wood. "Ill make the toast the last thing!" she thought,
and returning again into her kitchen she cut up half a loaf into
neat slices of bread. She then set to work with rapid, deft fingers
to lay the table. This proceeding, swift though it was, gave her
as deep a satisfaction as Sam's father was wont to derive from
his preparations for the Sacrament. She did not precisely think,
as she put a teaspoon in each of their two saucers and an egg-
spoon by each of their two egg-cups, how over all this darkening
quarter of the planet, female forms of the same love-demented
race were doing just this same thing at this same moment. But
she was fully aware of a delicious atmosphere of romantic sen-
suality in what she did. Their more dangerous passion hovered
like an invisible incense round the sugar-bowl, the slop-basin,
the milk-jug, and round all these little silver spoons, some with
the great Zoyland Falcon and some with her own Spear crest
upon them! She proceeded then to set light in her parlour to
candles, bringing a veritable illumination of them from every
other part of the house to throw lustre upon her love-feast.
The expression on her face when all this had been done and
when she had finally placed two chairs opposite each other, on
either side of the little card-table covered with a white cloth, was
of the kind that only one of the great early masters could have
done justice to. Its dominant note was an earthy, irrational, al-
most stupid complacency; a complacency that doubtless derived,
in a long atavistic retrogression, from aeons of passive, brooding
female contemplation of the imperishable elements of continuity
in the turbid torrent of life! Leaning for a while against the